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* Why/ said Mike, * you ought to be a de-
tective/

*  So I oftentimes think,' Caul said with a chuckle.
* And so I warn my young brother*    He'll get him-
self into trouble one of these days/

* Trade been good? *

4 Oughtn't to ""complain, but it's Christmas-time,
of course/

*  I must be getting on.    I'm going to the Carol
Service/

* And I'm going in to my supper.    Ah, here's
my girl/    His ears had detected her step, but to
Mike it was as though the child} hidden in a shabby
black overcoat too big for her> had appeared from
nowhere at all   * Ellen, you're late/

Mike detached his hand,

*  I must go on or I shan't get a place,   The
Carols are very popular, I hear/

* Aye, it's a sort of old fashion,    Never been
myself.   My wireless is good enough for me*   They
have a fine music-hall show Saturdays/

* Good night, Mr* Caul   Happy Christmas/
4 And happy Christmas to you, Mr, Furze/
Mike went on, up the High Street*

Ronder was entertaining a friend or two to a meal
before the Carol Service, Gaselee, Romney, Cronin
were his guests* The drawing-room where they
sat, waiting for the announcement of supper, was
exactly as it had always been* The chair-cushions,
the curtains of the mullioned windows* were of the
same warm dark blue* The low bookcases were
white, and in his corner still stood the pure white
Hermes on his pedestal, his tiny wings outspread*